CHAPTER   II
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cEORGE II was an extremely methodical man. He rose
early in the morning, took plenty of exercise, and ate sparingly;
for he had a horror of obesity. His indulgence with women had
taken surprisingly little toll of his physical strength; and in
1760, when in his seventy-seventh year, he was hale and hearty,
except that blindness was creeping over his eyes and he was
becoming a little hard of hearing. There was no indication of
a sudden death.
But on October 25th death cut him down. He had risen at
his usual hour of six; had made his customary inquiry about
the direction of the wind; had sipped his chocolate; and on
rising and seeing that the weather was fair he had informed his
valet that he would take a walk in Kensington Gardens. The
valet busied himself with his duties, moving in and out of the
royal bedroom: the King had gone to the w.c. in his dressing-
room. Suddenly Schroder [such was the valet's name] heard a
noise' like the falling of a billet of wood from die fire/ He went
in to see what had happened, and found the King upon the floor
in a state of collapse. The household surgeons were quickly
summoned. Lady Yarmouth—the Walmoden of his later amours
—slipped in to see what all the commotion was about. The
surgeons bled him, but he would not bleed; and in a very little
time the end came. The Walmoden slunk back to her apartment;
and her place was taken by the dead King's daughter, the Princess
Amelia, whose short-sightedness and deafness made her at first
oblivious of the fact that she was in the presence of Death.
Schroder, the valet, knew his duty. On a piece of brown
paper he scrawled his name, and gave the paper to a messenger
with orders to ride hell for leather to Kew to tell Prince George

